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enormous gap. It was as though a gulf were turned upside down. It was as though the night rose straight up out of the ground.
Leheudry stopped.
<c I can't get it into my head that Sophie is going to meet me down there/'
" Is it the loneliness that impresses you ? "
" It's not only the loneliness of it.   It's the whole thing/*
While Maurice Ezzelin, with his elbows on the dining table, was reading his evening paper, Juliette slipped away into the bedroom. She locked the door behind her, softly. She opened her wardrobe and rummaged among her lingerie. Her fingers could feel the book, in its new binding, lying side by side with the packet of letters.
The book had nothing in it which could arouse suspicion. She might let anybody at all see it. But somebody might want to open it, to look at it. Somebody might touch it This book was the clandestine brother of her packet of letters. The two secrets must lie side by side, keep each other warm, protect each other.
Juliette was just snatching a few moments to make sure that they were still there. This evening it was not any letter in particular that she wanted to take out of the packet and read, standing beside her wardrobe, biting her lips to keep herself from crying, and ready to push everything back under her lingerie at the least sound. No. She had no desire for any one letter. She wanted all of them, or rather, the emanation of them as a whole. She was not recalling a moment of the past, one memory among other memories. She wanted to caress the past itself, as though it were a timid little animal lying crouched there under her lingerie.
All her life was here. All her life was gathered together, by a kind of miracle, within a space where the fingers of one hand had only to move a little way to travel over the whole of it, A whole life cannot be in the past, unless it be that the past is something that comes back. Letters are living things. The thoughts of letters go on escaping from

